i 


BABY  TUCKOO 


stream 


of 


Paisley 


consciousness 


MAY  '69  VOL  3,  No.  2 

Scenario 

ENTANGLED  IN  MAYA,  by  Mike  Feinstein  5 

* 

. . .EH.  . by  Mark  Schwartz  7 


IDGIT,  by  Paul  Levy 


Page  4 


REPLAY  OF  THE  JOKING-JESUS  KARMA,  by  Dick  Savage  19 
OM.  by  Mike  Silverberg  20 


Photography 


Illustrations 


Dick  Hayne  I I,  back  cover 

G.  R.  Butt  all  others 


Richard  Redd  3 & 20 

Fred  Zappic  |8 


Page  14 


Page  18 


Editor  - in  - Chief 

Mike  Silverberg 


Literary  Editor 

Steve  Burton 


Managing  Editor 

Hank  Green 


Associate  Editor 


R.I.P. 


Alan  Kachel 


Paddy  Dingham 


published  under  the  auspices  of  Lehigh  University 


all  rights  reserved 


3 


4 


Entangled  In  Maya 

WALDEN  WALDEN  II 

Thoreau  thoftly  thrushed  them  in  my  mind,  and  they  themselves 

it 

cradled  my  body  with  a wintry  warmth,  an  affection  only  engendered  by 
Nature,  and  synthetically  presented  by  the  likes  of  A„  Wyeth0  At  least  he 
triedo 

Z ip  up  from  the  warm,  smart  Alex,  They  tell  me  you  have  five  senses, 
poor  boy„ 

I floated  by  the  river,  and  I heard  the  water  coming  from  its  concen- 
tric middle  and  go  slipping,  rippling,  coasting,  flowing,  embracing; 
lovingo  Water  is  ALIVE!!!!!  People  think  they  have  mastered  it;  so 
does  Debby  Meyer,  Fish  don’t  think,,  But  no  - one  masters  water,  It 
can  be  ice-landically  forceful,  or  a flagrantly  flowing  mellifluy.  Still, 
water  is  a master  work0 

A QUICK  C.  DICKENS  SCENAVIO 

There  could  be  austere  gothic  castles  here  FOREBODED  with  ravens 
and  cloisters  and  oysters  and  other  clams--things  that  keep  shut*  Never 
revalving  themselves,  like  highway  planning  and  red  lights  and  whooores. 
But  more  like  red  lights  which  tell  you  when  to  STOP,  but  don’t  tell 
you  how  far  to  go. 


WANNA  COME  SEE  MY  GROOVY  PAD? 

This  pad  is  my  wor(l)d.  There  are  branches  on  either  side  of  my 
white  pad,  The  white  pad  which  was  made  from  branches  which  might 
have  looked  like  these,.  Touching  the  branch  as  a (w)rite,  and  it  feels 
not  very  unnatural  with  my  arm, 

LOOKING  DOWN  FROM  MAJESTIC  SOUTH  MT, 

University  presidents  are  an  awefully  lot;  maybe  vacant,  maybe  not. 
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LOOKING  UP  FROM  MAJESTIC  SOUTH  MT. 


There  were  cloudss  but  not  like  the  ones  Percy  Bysshe  saw.  They  ap- 
peared as  if  they  were  trying  to  be  cute;  forming  a Perfect  ionic  NaCl 
lattice.  Their  sonic  voice  called  out  my  name.  . .Maybe  I wanted  to 
answer.  Now  air-speed  decreasing,  lowering  attitude--cloud-conscious- 
ness  beginning  to  break.  Control  tower,  we  see  your  lights 
We’re  skimming  over  those  proverbial  treetops.  A ballet  of  thin  svelte 
trees,  none  missing  a cue.  Each  blade  of  grass  harmonizing  with  ^each 
grackle  and  swallow.  All  call  a name. 


ONE  WAY  - DARE  YOU  ENTER? 

Cars  and  geese  honk,  but  not  at  each  other.  Geese  are  Free  enough, 
but  not  cars  and  their  steerers.  One-way  Itaskas  usually  leading  to  and 
in,  but  never  from  out. 

Beat  up  black  comidics  in  foppy  close.  Anding  an  era  and  at  the  same 
time  inciting  another. 


A QUICK  LESSON  IN  WORLD  MENDING 

There  is  a need  for  an  operational  code  of  morals,  not  imposed  by 
some  bundling  broad’s  MAJESTIC  and  automatic  conception,  but  practice 
and  perfection  (or  is  it  perception?). 


EARLS  PEARLS 

YOU’RE  ALWAYS  WHERE  YOU  ARE  OR  WHERE  YOU  THINK  YOU 

ARE. 


Mike  Feinstein 
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All  life  is  a Train 
rambling- rumbling, 
blindly,  dumbly 

on  tangled,  twisting  tracks 
to  Nowhere  or  nearby, 

Uithin  this  silver , segmented  python 
we  walk-run. 

Walk-run  in  Search 

of  a gleaming  yellow-orange  window  seat, 
Comfortably  peopled 
amid  a Bubble  of  love-laughter 

(and  a tinkle  of  pain  for  flashback  sake,) 

As  we  linger  languidly 

in  the  webbed,  gray-cold  of  the  aisles, 
fish-eyeing  the  stiffly  seated,  chalky  manikins 
the  Living-Dead, 

We  are  asked-told  by  Steel  Blue-Man 
to  Get  On  or  Get  Going!! 


So  Some  of  we  do  get  going,  ebbingly, 

to  the  next  car  (where  is  the  Caboose?) 
in  Search, 

As  the  Train  snakes  onward 

through  strobe-lit  black  jungles,, 

As  the  Train  snakes  onward 

through  strobe-lit  black  oceans. 

We’ve  been  somewhere  (some  were) 
but  where-were  have  we  been? 

(I’ve  been  to  London  to  visit  the  Kween,) 

We’re  going  somewhere, 

but  where  are  we  going?  (Going,  „ ,Going.  0 ,Gone,  , 
Going,  goiing,  gooiing,  goeing,  gooeeiingg,  . , , 

B-B-But,  but  Wait! 

Should  We  Stop? 

Should  We? 

?We  Should? 

Aaaahh,  Sweet  Derailment! 


Mark  Schwartz 
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Idgit 


mp  moderato 


p largo 

p largo 
vivace 


staccato 
presto  legato 


Now  in  the  transpatial  infinitude  of  God 
before  all  time  and  within  it  too 
there  was  earth  or  there  was  no  earth- 
depending  upon  your  epistomological  framework- 
but  that  never  mattered  much  anyway  to  God 
for  he  was  infinitude 

total  motion  being  and  nothingness  and  all  antipodies  at  once 
as  we  imputed  in  opening. 

Thus  I don’t  know  what  made  him  come  up  with  Adam- 
transtemporal  figue  o androgynous  Adam  sidling  by 
diaphanous  time- 

Although  I must  since  I too  am  God  and  everything 
but  like  I said  before 

0 way  before  on  some  other  sheet  in  some  recurring  yet 
elusive  world: 

an  unexpressed  thought  doesn’t  obviate  its  existence  or  my 
immanent  conception  of  it. 

Did  the  folks  who  wrote  it  in  the  Bible  also  know- 
they  must  have  for  I know  too- 
but  sure  enuf  He  did. 

Well  and  thus  and  so 
Adam  went  on  for  time 
for  eons 

but  time  is  longer  than  eons  No? 
but  seconds  to  God  and  me 
and  just  letharged  around 
not  busy  about  one  helluva  lot. 

Then  from  out  of  him  came  a rib- 
just  eemagine 

that  could  be  the  first  symbolic  castration  of  the  male 
phallus  from  whence  come- 
ah  the  primal  source  found  at  last!! ! 

my  Jewish  anxieties  on  sex  virility  father  mother  insecurity 
and  the  entire  syndrome  of  being  Jewish 
but  not  being  Jewish  for  I am  50%  Eyetallyano 
then  who  knows  what  else 
but  withal— 

Eve  was  had  from  him  in  that  moment 
now  so  matteroffact 

when  from  one  came  one  and  thus  were  two 

while  today  from  one  comes  one  and  thus  are  4,976,  832,117. 


m f 


f staccato 


allegretto 


allegro  legato 


They  both  stood  there  like  a pair  of  dice  a lookin’ 
at  one  another  in  their  stark  lean  bloomin’ 
nothingness  for  about  as  long  as  Adam  stood  alone 
let  liar  gin’ 

or  the  Big  Boss  took  decidin’  to  make  a he 
but  here  again 
dear  reader 

forever  or  two  forevers  is  one  helluva  looong  thyme. 

So  the  two  of  them  letharged  a good  bit  flappin’  free 
and  mitey  easy  in  the  breezes  of  Pairadice  eatin’ 
all  fruits 
but  the  apple 

’cause  the  Boss  done  tole  ’em  notta. 

But  in  the  fullness  of  their  skins 
and  that  had  better  have  sufficed 
they  looked  stupidly  at  one  another 

not  touching  or  knowing  what  each  part  was  intended  to  do. 

And  so  it  was  for 

as  we’re  now  accustomed  to  say 

one  helluva  longtemps. 

But  Adam  and  Eve  in  their  transcendent  purity  and 
stupidity 

tangentially  lookin’  in  on  Thyme  Time  Temps  Tiempo 
Zeit  Aetas 
tick  tock  TIME!!! 

Yickes. 

made  the  big  move  and  picked  plucked  grasped  seized 
took  hold  of  the  apple. 

Now  before  we  go  any  further 

let’s  render  unto  Ceaser.  . . 

for  the  fact  that  the  apple  was  a red  one- 

giving  us  our  visual  symbol  of  sensuality 

lust  and 

downright  hot  blood  itchin’  for  some  contact 
and  that  it  was  in  the  shape  of  Eve’s  breasts  and  Adam’s 
genitals 

for  had  it  been  say  a pear 

the  symbol  would  be  two  perfectly  Eve’s  alone 

and  had  it  been  a banana 

Adam  would  have  monopolized  the  symbolism  on  that  branch- 
in  some/thin. 

Additionally  had  it  been  say 

a cherry 

Adam  might  have  been  accommodated 
although  with  umbrage  prithee  set  him  free 
and  Eve  have  felt  markedly  superior  what  with  that  symbol 
fitting  to  her  on  a few  good  levels.  Yeah! 

i 

But  it  worked  out  for  the  Zeit  being 
and  they  ate  the  apple 

had  some  fandango  times  one  might  suppose 
judging  from  our  socio-politico-economic  understandings 
of  personal  relationships  and  frustration 
unfree  freedom  anxiety  guilt  compulsion  regression 
Oedipus  Electra  identification  hallucination 
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mystification  hang-up  oe-in  and  the  what  not 
Yowza! ! 

With  all  that  in  mind 

they  must  have  had  more  than  one  fandango  of  a time  yeah 

the  earth  must  be  spinning  on  the  residue  energy 

ENTROPY 

from  his  liberated  unrepressed  delibidoed 

MASCULINE  ejaculation 

with  the  seas  aaah  so  full  of  life 

all  but  the  distilled  and  rarefied  version  of  Adam’s 

freee  man  Adam’s 

life-giving  juices. 

Just  think  of  the  magnitude  Richter  epicenter  not  Mercalli! 
of  that  cosmic  blast  when  Adam  stepped  into  time 
slapped  it  on  Eve 


/ vivace  how  she  must  have  been  sturdy  cosmic  herself  to  have 

withstood  the  flood  which  nearly  got  to  Noah  some 
time  later 
and  by  gosh 

really  set  things  a’  goin’. 

Adam  my  life  my  source 
you  are  eternal 

it  is  you  that  rolls  with  every  pitch  at  sea  and  frolic 
in  the  sheets. 


I I 


presto 


allegretto 


presto 

legato 


And  Eve  is  the  soil  residue  recepticle  and  fertilizer 
of  the  all  present  seed. 

Eve  yes  Eve  is  good  too 
but  really 

an  accessory  after  the  fact. 

The  earth  is  spinning 
spinningfluid  in  the  void 
and  all’cause  Adam 
by  equal  and  opposite  reactions 
set  us  in  motion 

which  means  they  must  have  done  it  standin’  up  that  first 
(provin’  they  was  neophytes  but  we  cain’t  call  it  regression 
can  we?) 

Zeit  propelling  them  away  from  the  cosmic  totality 

somewhere  who  knows 

and  then  on  the  second  time 

BLESS  THE  LORD  FOR  PROGRESS  EXPERIENCE  MEMORY  ya  know! 
doin’  it  on  their  sides  so  that  the  world  would  spin  and 

cool  and  have  an  equinox  day  night  tyme  consumed  in 
it  till  DEATH 

then  life  Life  Life  LIFe  LIFE  LIFE! 
petty  pace 
forever.  , . 


Henceforth 

once  getting  their  bareings  in  the  infinitude 
and  then  the  knack 
things  went  okeeedokey 

but  there  was  only  the  need  to  wip  off  them  new  found 
garments  upon  deciding  to  partake  in  that  cosmic 
fantastic  fandango  of  a special  sort 
NOT  holy  communion  mah  frend  no  sah 
to  which  we  have  heretofore  alluded. 

And  then  they  begat  and  begat 

until  his  peter  peter  putt  putt  puttered  out 

and  enough  begottens  had  been  begated 

so  that  he  could  rest- 

was  it  the  seventh  day? 

aah  yes  Adam  our  God 

it  was  the  seventh  day. 

Now  lots  went  on! 
as  you  would  suppose. 

They  got  around  to  Moses 
in  the  scheme  of  things 
an  Egyptian 

and  begat  him  in  such  a way 

with  such  a style 

for  we  know  it’s  in  the  begattin’ 

that  causes  all  the  problems  and  personality  idiosyncracies 
in  the  developping  adolescent  who  suffers  from 
moreover 

severe  external  pressures 
as  one  might  expect  to  find  in  1’Egypte  d’antan 
and  internal  gnawing  and  self-recriminations 
on  his  fundamental  dependency  upon  his  parents 
and  his  subsequent  and  paradoxically  normal  oedipal  longings 
for  his  parent  of  the  opposite  sex  and  his  immanent 
hatred  for  the  parent  of  like  sex. 
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RESPIRER 


What  with  all  that  happening 
Moses  donegot  hisself  killed 
got  called  a Jew  Yid  Kike  Mockie  Tightwad 
now  without  id  whY  I still  wonder? 
having  led  the  Yids  into  the  Promised  Land 
to  suffer  eternally  with  recurrent  guilt  complexes  for  their 
act. 


The  id  in  the  Yid 
and  their  subsequent 

although  not  yet  known  betrayal  of  the  man 

daah  lawd  OUR  God 

who  cometh  here 

on  the  spermed  propelled  earth 

to  delivah  us  from  iniquity 

and  from  our  propinquity  to  iniquity 

on  this  here  seed  bed  of  damnation  off  into  the  glorious 

sterility  of  celibacy 

where  all  is  stasis  beside  the  Father  God  Adam 
who  has  deja  vu  peter  puttered  out- 
Strung  them  tight. 

And  man  if  dat  ain’t  stasis 
havin’  a dead  peder  dat  is 
then  Christ  Almight 
Adam  what  in  hell’s  name  is? 

So  them  Yids  suffered  in  the  Promised  Land. 


They  diverted 
when  possible 

id  into  bein’  Yid  and  bein’  all  but  that  which  the  latter 
root  said  they  ought  to  be 

(almost  tumbling  on  the  1969  lingo  hip  jive  where  it’s  at 
vernacular  Ya  dish,  Dish,  Id) 
yes  mah  fadder  Freud 
even  before  you  said, 
complexitized  as  it  were 

them  magic  words  that  gave  a new  stage  to  the  long  lost 
usurped  subverted. 

ff  Emerge  rise  project  O Yid  into  your  last  two  thirds  and  be 

what  66  2/3%  of  you  demands. 

Majority  rules  you  know  Magna  Carta  and  awl  that. 


No  kike  jew  that  you  are 
Yid  is  no  mistake 

no  game  of  the  fates  or  Zeus  or  Tarsus  or  Karma 
Yid  you  are  all 
ALL  ADAM 
Yid 

ID  subsume  all 

Expand  EXPAND 

flood  the  seas  O id  of  my  yid 

O eye  of  my  whydee 

O-d  of  my  why  I and  why  of  my  id. 

i 


Because  because  God  begat  and  those  begat  begot  thus 
begettin’  us  our  role. 

Fertile  earth  awaits 

Da  Dah! ! 

The  Yid  arrives  with  spewing  cup  at  96 
F of  course. 

Some  liberation  done  took  place. 

moderate/  The  yids  got  out  of  themselves  a bit 

meaning  that  they  were  into  the  id 
and  did  what  could  be  done  again  about  a flood 
(cycles  of  time  deja  vu  eternal  NOW  and  nothingness 
of  past) 

and  by  gosh  geepers  golly 
channeling  it  this  tiempo 
if  ya  no  what  I mean. 

Lots  happened  on  the  way 
as  Adam  showed 

and  you  might  well  nigh  know  about  as  much  of  that  as  anyone  else. 

vivace  But  watcha  kain’t  imagine  is  that 

despite  the  rib  and  apples- 
red  greed  delicious  or  McIntosh 
or  maybe  BING!  cherries 
or  sickle  suckle  pears 
or  even  bananas- 
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/ 

/ 

/ 

// 


// 

ff 

ff 

legato 


staccato 


or  any  other  symbol  you’ve  got  a mind  to  impute  to  all 
this  happening  and  jewishness 
and  despite  cosmic  propulsion  upon  loss  of  innocence 
(yes  yes  yes  nod  your  head  boy 
admit  higher  wisdom 
sagacious  sages 
sagacity 
stupid  celibacy 

the  Church  is  run  by  scientists! 

Chemists: 


6CC 


2 


6H  0 
2 


n. 


0 


6 12 


60 


Mathematicians: 

n n 

u C'I-U“  v-  +1  + (n^  -l) 

n +]T 


Physicists: 

m v + ,n  v = nr*  v * + n ’ v ’ 

11  '22  12  22, 

provided  an  elastic 

collision. 

Quintessential  exactitoode! !!!!!!!!!!! 


Yes  I see! 

Cosmic  stability  and  all 
orbits 

perihelion  aphelion  peristalsis  spasmodic  you  know 
terrestrial  stasis 


dans  le  vieillissement  et  meme  la  metamorphose  de  la 

terre  (la  terre  suggere  la  mort  par  sa  torpeur  millenaire 
comme  par  sa  metamorphose,  meme  si  sa  metamorphose  est 
l’ oeuvre  de  I’homme ) 
infinite  presence  of  the  earth 
don’t  burn  baby  don’t  burn) 
and  lots  of  begettin’  and  begattin’  and  freudian 
metapsychology  terminology  like  tautology 
and  Big  Daddy  Moses  gettin’  the  rub  and  Adam’s  brudda 
Jesus  Cristobal  Hiesos  Kristos  Yus  Asaf  too. 


Yahss  ma  frend  it’s  a question  of  aesthetics. 


No  josh. 


The  id  is  bouncin’  around 
both  in  and  out  of  the  Yid 
footloose  fancy  free  and  READY. 


It’s  Jewish  utility  practicality  buddy! 


KIKE  MOCKIE  TIGHTWAD 

How  we  gonna  best  use 

enjoy  profit  from  the  liber-rated  ID? 


Well  we’ve  got  to  put  it  into  use 
into  the  groove  of  the  gears  of  progress. 

Yeah!  - 

w:  'o  noi  ii<  v • 


It’s  aesthetics 


mf  allegro 


vivace  legato 


legato 


mp  legato 


And  here’s  where  the  problem  lies 

where  the  castrated  Yid  comes  out  of  his  own. 

Art  deployment  of 

those  faculties  and  abilities  available  to  us 
O gifted  Yids 

in  such  abundant  quantities. 

When  in  a preliminary  position 

generally  subsumed  under  the  heading  of  foreplay 

one  embraces  the  female  mate  in  such  a way  that  her  left 

(or  right 

depending  on  how  you  were  raised  and  if  your  school  marms 
demanded  you  be  a righty  so  that  your  penmanship 
would  be  better 

left  would  not  have  a political  connotation 
nor  a naughty  one 

and  additionally  and  most  significant 
so  that  spiral  and  looseleaf  notebooks  would  not  obviate 
your  writing  comfortably) 

breast  is  concealed  under  the  sinews  of  your  right  pectoral 
lateral  and  corresponding  bicep  and  tricep  muscles  so 
that  it  is  hidden  from  view 
depriving  the  male 

or  inaccessible  to  fondling  caresses  by  the  male 
who  once  again  is  slighted 
but  not 
in  this  case 

quite  as  is  the  female.  . . 

but  all  in  all  some  psychological  suffering  going  on 
the  id  in  the  Yid  becoming  frightfully  frazzeled. 

Does  the  inaccessible  breast  suffer  from  feelings  of 
rejection  inferiority 
and  the  like  symptoms  of  a syndrome 
and  does  the  scene  subsequently  reveal  itself  to  be 
inaesthetic 

in  that  there  is  no  symmetry  of  movement 
(one  hand  or  both  as  the  case  may  be  is  fondling 
head  neck  ear  back  etcetera) 
nor  is  there  symmetry  of  position. 

RESPIRER 

That  (parenthetically)  dear  reader 
is  the  plight  of  the  suffering  Yid 
full  of  id 

but  unbalanced  by  the  33  1/3%  recurrent  and  ineluctably 
interrogative  WHY? 

There  remains 
of  course 

very  much  more  to  be  discussed. 

We  cannot  do  it  all 

but  point  the  way  for  the  inquisitive  reader. 

Titillation. 

We  may  as  good  frawdians  go  back  to  childhood 
where  it  ALL  began  begat  begot 
as  an  ontological  recapitulation  of  the  peregrination 
of  the  phylum 


p andante 


moderato 


largo 


legato 


the  primal  horde 

and  subsequent  myths  forthwith  appended  to  the  Jewish 
journey 
man’s  journey 
suffah 

through  suffering  libido  conscience  and  the  like 
into  life  and  then  into  a state  of  omniscience. 

Let  us  return  then 
fellow  traveller 
you  and  I 

shadow  of  my  soul 
to  childhood. 

Whence  comes  the  hang-up! 

We  must  perceive 
and  thus  conclude  that 
as  imputed  above 

if  the  Yid’s  aesthetic  and  sexual  perplexions  result  from 
his  not  being  able  to  get  at  the  lady’s  left  breast 
when  engaged  in  the  serious 

0 would  that  all  the  ken  in  the  universe  be  brought  to 

that  time  that  SPOT 
oxymoron  known  as  foreplay 
aaarhum 
THUS 

all  evidence  incontrovertibly  points  to  his  mother 
(the  Jewish  mom  muther  mudder  emasculator 
castrator) 

sickle  suckle  pear  delicious  McIntosh  apple  Bing! 
bing  cherry 

for  having  nursed  her  incipient  neurotic  on  the  left 
breast  alone 
giving  him  the  habit 
and  therefore 

as  he  regresses  in  his  mature  sexual  relationships 

striving  to  move  ahead 

climb  the  latter  of  success 

he  is  subconsciously  Fraud  mah  man! ! 

attempting  to  revert  to  an  infantile  stage  when  he  was 

snuggled  warmly  and  sensuously  beside  her  left  breast 
and  in  the  crock  formed  at  the  confluence  of  her  fleshy  arm 
wandering  breast  and  meaty  lateral  muscle. 

Now  as  we  begin  our  study  of  the  Jewish  problem 
the  Jewish  mother  mom  muther  mudder  emasculator 
castrator  ( deja  vu)  become  paramount. 

Now  in  the  case  of  the  patient’s  mother  being  of 
other  than  Jewish  origin 
BUT  THAT’S  ANOTHER  MATTER. 

Ha. 

Hi  ho  the  yid  is  free 

1 D doe 
Look  at  me. 

Bethlehem,  February  24,  19  69 

Paul  Levy 
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Replay  of  the  Joking— Jesus  Karma 


'There  are  just  three,  I grant  you,  but  please,  only  two  at  a time. 11  I think 
this  was  an  adequate  and  just  response  to  her  request— "Recite  your  ABC's, 
Simon."  And  following  a pause  for  the  period,  I chanted,  "AB-AC-BC,  " and 
asked  her  if  that  meant  that  AB  and  AC  were  accounted  for  before  His  coming. 

'Yes, " was  her  spit-quick  reply,  'The  pre-Christian  Arabs  were  responsible. 
But  your  revised  recitation  is  not  acceptable.  I'm  removing  your  afternoon 
bathroom  privileges,.  . Now,  sit  tight  and  pay  attention.  " 

I was  attentive  and  increasingly  tight,  but  alas  it  was  no  use,  and  at  recess 
time  I saw  to  it  to  half  piss  all  up  and  down  a tree  on  the  playground.  She 
didn't  see  me  do  it,  and  I was  as  proud  as  peanuts.  Later,  when  we  were  to 
play  Simon-Says,  I was  chosen  the  simpleton,  and  in  suffering  I sang  out, 
"AB-AC-BC,  Simon  has  to  wee-wee,  may  he?"  Then  I crossed  my  legs  and 
burst  into  such  a fierce  fit  of  giggling  that  she  said,  "Yes, " and  I laughed  so 
hard  I almost  wet  my  outfit.  It  was  no  matter,  though.  But  thank  the  post- 
alphabetical  Lord,  I made  it  to  my  tree  a second  time;  still  laughing:  I half  - 
pissed  all  up  and  down  myself. 

She  caught  me  this  time  and  said,  "I  can  assure  you,  Simon,  my  superior 
will  be  notified  of  this.  " 

The  next  day  three  inferiors  cut  the  tree  down  and  threw  it  into  the  fire. 

She  took  me  aside,  and  told  me  she  thought  I had  learned  my  lesson,  and  that 
she  trusted  me  now.  Then  she  whispered  in  my  ear,  "His-sss~sin-issss. . . " 

I didn't  half  hear  of  what  she  said,  and  I didn't  have  time  to  hear  the  rest. 
But  in  the  way  of  good  manners  I went  behind  the  school  building  to  take  an- 
other piss,  and  in  the  process  gave  her  absolution  and  requested  that  she 
recite  her  ABC's. 

She  thanked  me  for  my  mercy  and  good  manners  and  at  noontime  I offered 
her  an  apple,  publicly  released  seven  secrets,  and  understood  why  in  all  of 
two  days,  I had  gone  to  the  bathroom  only  twice. 

Stately,  plump  Buck  Mulligan 
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’Tis  the  celebration  for  a grey  may 
day.  So  prepare.  . 0 No  bells,  all  is  well, 
and  it  is  dawn--lying  shrouded  and  still 
in  the  clouded  gloom  of  all  its  obscure, 
primordial  past.  0 . . 

ENTRANCE—our  presence,  and  bare- 
ly felt  it  is,  as  effortlessly  we  drift 
through  the  murky-silent  blackness  of 
the  void;  soon  to  approach  the  swirling 
vortex  of  blinding  violet  which  whirls  in 
the  center  of  mind’s  eye.  Consider  us 
beings  transgressing  Time’s  continuum 
and  Space’s  sovereignty,  as  ever  so 
smoothly  we  go:  Gliding,  riding  through 
that  membranous  barrier  aglow--con- 
stantly  constricting  and  contracting 
around  us  while  its  radiation  effusively 
flows.  . . . 

TO  TRAVERSE  IS  TO  DISOBEY 


Nay!  And  let  fall  all  your  goofy  laws 
of  dynamics  and  dimensions.  I think  not; 
Heisenberg  says  uncertainly  not.  So8 
prithee,  let  us  pass.  . . No  choice,  as  we 
are  drawn  to  the  whole  in  the  vast 
nothing  (at  first  only  a small,  imploring 
dot,  but  soon  a voracious  charybdis 
which  digests  our  field  of-  vision,  as 
quick  as  a pig  can  devour  his  mushy 
slop).  Gol-ly,  it  unwinds,  pretty,  slowly, 
and  with  care  it  spreads  its  gossamer 
wings  of  spiral  gaseous  diffusion.  Pro- 
ceeding our  senses  it  steathily  envelops 
us  in  its  dreamy,  quiescent  serenity,  and 
we  easily  submit  to  its  pretentious  vo- 
cabulary of  all-encompassing  exclusion 
(a  friend  of  Pauli’s);  better  known  as  the 
Quanta-fired  Radiance  of  Illusion.  . . 
Queer,  it’s  not  so  strenuous  this  voyage, 
nor  too  painful  this  collusion,  but  Be- 
ware travelers--not  to  miss  the  many 
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helpful  landmarks  of  dactyllic  allusion,  , , 
And  if  you  do,  you  deserve  a clout,  for 
wasting  even  a milli-sec  to  check  them 
out,  HAVE  FUN!  PASS  ON,  no  footnotes*, 
and  be  on  your  WAY,  , .And  don’t  forget 
to  write: 

AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA AAAAA 

HHHHHHHHHHH— An  unexpected  ten  G 
force  throws  us  off  course,  and  the 
bodies  are  crush-ed  by  the  wayed  of  in 
Finn  it  sans  say  shun;  get  spun,  get 
hung,  then  hurdle  threw  the  passed  at  in 
stand  Aeneas  ax-cell-err-ration,  , , 
Sliding  silly-sally  down  an  alley  thru 
the  harrowing  narrow  skys  of  saffron-- 
well  propelled  on  the  journey  within 
the  corridor  of  the  endless  beginning 
. , , WIFFLE,  WIFFLE,  we  go,  and  not 
thru  slimy  toads  or  burrowgroves  out 
of  which  mom  wraths  outrage,  but 
pierced  are  we  by  the  parallel  flashes 
of  instant-alizarin  as  we  slice  hour 
weigh  (nipple  sword  in  hand)  on  word, 
thru  the  un  N ding-dong  lignes  of  Geof= 
frey’s  undivyded  misspelled  crimesin 
attention,  , , , 

STOP!  Reverse  axis,  and  be  now 
guided  by  whorezontal  lights,  amethyst 
and  cold  blue--over  the  Swift-rushing 
galacial,  galactic  river  (etherial  and 
lavender  in  hue).  Pilotless,  we  are1  a 
vehicle  following  a runway  of  pure 
color,  mimsy,  in  the  frumious  N-less 
(n)ite„  , . Wish,  Whish,  Swhisher  past 
the  expanding  scylla-ellipsoids  fly,  Ver- 
million, and  snarky  in  their  fiery  might; 
not  to  stop  or  even  temporarily  alight-- 
but  cruise  on  unlimited  velocity  toward 
some  curious,  unknown,  imaginary  in- 
sight .... 

RED  LIGHT!  So  take  a leak;  don’t 
be  embarrassed  (take  remorse  in  how 
brave  hercules  braved  those  fabled, 
stinky  stables).  Of  course,  of  course,,,  . 

" Gee,  whiz!" 

Thux  pissed  passed  the  nevyoulust  haze 
of  gauzy-flume-ozone-erection, 

" Oh,  the  poor  spume!" 

"Aye  lad,  and  thick  hearty  chunks  they 
were,  of  succulent,  roast,  creamy  ver- 
dant ooze." 


The  light  turned  GREEN  (with  envy) 
as  that  temptin’  double  in  brew  froam- 
ed  by.  And  move  along,  at  least  to  land  on 
the  tip  of  the  tongue,  taking  a trip  of  three 
steps  down  the  palate  to  tap,  at  three,  on 
the  teeth.  . ."  Lo  baby  ? IZ  Z AT  YOU,  fire 
of  my  loins?" 

And  plunge  into  the  milky,  opalescent 
mist  that  surrounds  the  infant  Planet- 
blue.  . . . 

We  slow  down,  we  hover,  then  spin 
around  and  recover:  our  substance  and 
senses  are  returned  intact  (no  cover,  no 
minimum)  and  we  soar  on  like  the  fleet 
November,  At  low  altitude  we  skim  the 
surface  of  the  turbulent,  bubbly,  organic 
glaucous  sea;  protected  only  by  a flimsy 
field  of  soluble  ionic  debris,  , .SEE  the 
purple  mesas  flighty-bye!  And  undulating 
uvula,  almost  whine-red,  as  over  the  in- 
toxicated steppes  of  the  palette  we  once 
again  do  fly-- Continues  us,  ubiquitous, 
and  air  present  on  our  orbit  annointed 
rounds, 

SEE  the  molten  rock,  coal-less , below; 
fissures  burbling  capriciously  whilst 
earth-orgasm  ejaculates  lava-flow.  Good 
show!  (Don’t  miss  it;  with  a cast  of  thou- 
sands too).  SEE  spot  run,  blind,  SPLAAT! 
And  splash  at  last  into  the  sparkling  sea 
of  aimless  azure  (now)  bathed  are  we  in 
the  hot  liquids  of  lazy  eon-hours.  And 
battered  about  are  we  by  the  saturat= 
ed  molecular  sea  (Well,  really,  tossed 
askance  by  the  Brownian  movements 
there  that  be).  Thru  glittering  electron 
clouds  to  the  nearest  proton  go,  or  neu- 
tron, as  the  meson  case  may  be.  . , . 

’Tis  twighlight  now,  as  motion  stops, 
and  color  runs  or  flees.  ’Tis  only  blanc 
and  faceless  there,  at  the  threshold 
beyond  the  key:  Now  lie  on  the  bottom 
do  heroes  rest,  homeless  at  home,  and 
hone  on  the  verge  of  the' edge  of  the  now 
docile,  yet  infinite  unconscious  power-- 
To  look  out  and  see  where  they  have  been 
and  drew  marvell  at  the  passions  that 
they  have  been  embroiled  in.PWHEW! 
Looky  see  the  tranquil  ordered  un  I verse 
(gift  of  the  firm  of  Gaudoma,  Ottman 
& Sun)  coy,  restrained,  yet  restless 
throughout.  Miss,  stress,  multitude-- 
a dimensioned  realm  of  silent  sights 
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and  saccharine  sounds,  euphoniously 
composing  themselves  in  form  by  anti- 
matter bound*  All  relax,  to  re-verse, 
for  tomorrow  they  will  need  entropy- 
strength  anew,  for  the  life  that  exper- 
iences such  things  is  then  due„  0 „ e » 


And  as  today  slowly  fades  away,  and 
we  retreat  into  the  cosmic  Once-Again, 
the  three  of  us,  then  toast  to  that  which 
we  owe  our  beginning,  you,  the  first  day 
. . o And  now,  let  us  all  join  hands  and 
let  us  prey: 


Git  cher  hands  off  a that  apple 
Og,  gog.  garg,  aaarrgh,  hey! 

And  say  unto  Esau  that  thou  art  an  hairy  knave 
To  walk  thru  the  valley  of  the  shadow  of  death 
while  thy  Id  runneth  over 

Go  Gilgamesh  in  search  of  Enkadu  or  friendly  ewe 
So  that  Theatitis’  treatis  may  not  be  miscontrued 
by  that  infamous  platonic  hemlock-drinker  too 
Thus  Flavius  mite  promply  drop  Trou  on  them  el’phnts  cornin’ 

And  men  might  worship  him  that  was  a hippy-Jew 
To  slay  a thousand  Grendels  easily  done 

Or  doff  yon  green  knight’s  head  as  also  easily  did  dragons  slew 
For  gladly  would  he  learn  and  gladly  would  he  teach 
That  a prince  is  no  more  powerful  than  his  pawns 
To  have  a go  at  my  Royal  fawns  you  must  speak  Loxly.  . , 

Nothing?.  . , Nothing . . .Nothing  will  come  of  nothing.  , , 

Speak  again,  . , 

O.K.  dad.  poor  dad.  , .Apres  moi,  le  deluge. 

So  give  me  levity  or  give  me  breath 

In  which  case  you  must  go  West  young  fella.  . .Well? 

War!  Hell,  , .If  you  nominate  me  I will  not  run 
If  illected  I will  not  swerve 
Down  the  paths  of  righteousness  to  the  bulge  of  battle 
AW  NUTS,  YIKES,  KIKES.  YPRES,  YIPPEE,  JEEPERS!  ! ! ! ! ! ! ! 
HOLY  GOW!  Off  the  facade  the  Mick  has  just  blasted  # 41 
Then  whack-off  a slick  dick,  and  a spiro  too 
And  the  old  Chinese  adage  still  comes  true 
As  gassy  as  ever,  PV  still  equals  NRT 
And  you  might  say  that  this  is  the  way  the  WORLD-ENDS 
not  with  a BANG  or  even  a whimper 
nor  with  snap,  crackle,  and  pop , . » 

But  with  a rather  feculent  fifty-megaton  FART. 

P.U. 


Mike  Si Iverberg 
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WHAT’S  O 
YOUR  - 
HANG  UP 

Blondes? 

Brew? 

Bread? 

There  must  be  more 
to  life  . . . 


Consider: 

Career  as  Priest  or  Brother 


sm 


%dt  FS$i 


pW?5^£>r‘!£ 


>®wfeii 


w*  ., 


• r < >/  . £ ^jS*-*  «f  jP  , * i>_ - * 

S%24r\«^VtV5-' 


Wm 


did  Urm  Jiim 


7,^aii 


& Mii$t& 


